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to pull it down as so much lumber. 'Why', I said, 'it's worth its
weight in gold.' 'Have it down then', said Mrs. Stone promptly.

Holy Thursday, 25 May

Ascension Day.   Mayhew and I made a rush for Magdalen
Chapel this morning but were too late, Chapel having begun at
9.30 as is usual on Saints* Days. We loitered through the Botanical
Gardens and up the Broad Walk. At length while wandering about
Merton we heard the roll of the organ and went in to the Ante
Chapel. Service was going on in the Chapel and the first words that
struck upon our ears were the opening sentences of that fearful
Athanasian Creed. We remained in the stalls in the Ante Chapel.
When service was over and the very small congregation had
passed out we sauntered through the quadrangle till we came to
the iron gate of the college gardens. It was open and we went in.
I had never been in Merton Gardens before. They are very beautiful
and the famous Terrace Walk upon the old city walls and the lime
avenue are most delightful.  The soft green sunny air was nlled
with the cooing of doves and the chiming of innumerable bells. It
was a beautiful peaceful spot where abode an atmosphere of calm
and happy security and the dewy garden was filled with a sweet
green gloom as we loitered along the celebrated Terrace Walk,
looking on one hand from the ancient City walls upon Merton
Meadows and the Cathedral spire rising from the grey clustered
buildings of Christ Church and the noble elms of the Broad Walk
which hid from us the barges and the gay river, and delighting on
the other side in the picturesque grey sharp gables of Merton College
half veiled by the lime avenue rising from the green soft lawns and
reposing in the silence and beauty and retirement of the shady
happy garden. We suddenly became aware that the peace of this
paradise was being disturbed by the voices and kughter and
trampling of a company of people and immediately there came
into sight a master and a bachelor of arts in caps and gowns carrying
a ladder on their shoulders assisted by several men, and attended by
a number of parish boys. Every member of the company bore in
his hand a long white peeled willow wand with which they were
noisily beating and thrashing the old City walls and the Terrace
Walk. 'They are beating the bounds', exclaimed Mayhew.  The
master of arts was Knox, the Vicar of the Merton living and parish